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After Work 


After work, 
| went straight to my cradle 
| slept well on it 
| was blessed and blissed 
When | stepped outside 
But the next day, 
| mourned her loss 
As they burnt her corpse 
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The Story 


| didn’t grow up in a pleasant neighbourhood under the best parenting. It’s not like | ever 
complained but it affected my childhood badly. Every afternoon | lie on the roof with a book, it’s 
quite law, not very hard to climb up and | would continue reading till midnight but that night 
someone that | couldn’t make out yelled at me from below. “Oi!” it was a male voice and before | 
couldn’t even get up, he grasped me by my ankles and pulled me down onto the road. The last 
thing | remember from that night was that hitting the ground hard and passing out. | woke up in 
a large room. | was dizzy and my head ached upon the filthy floor. There were some more kids 
lying around the room and all of them were beaten up and some of their clothes were stained in 
blood. My heart raced as | pressed my back against the wall in horror. | didn’t know what to do 
or where | was. Every day we had to work, there’s a single mistake and we get hurt badly, 
sometimes they would even break some bones too. Every day my heart sank into the darkness. 
Every alive part of me was broken and my body worked on its own. 

It was morning and | was ordered to work outside. | worked till noon before my knees started to 
hurt. | sat down on the ground and noticed something colourful within my sight, when | went 
near it, it was a book, ‘A Tale of a Gutsy Ninja’. | think it was the light of my life. The story bought 
back my senses and strengthened my drained soul. When | went back in that day, no one had 
control over me, no orders or bruises couldn’t hold me back. Two days later, after having 
observed almost every movement of these creatures who, held us there, at outdoor work, | 
jumped over the fence and started running but they caught up to me and grasped me by my 
hands and legs. | struggled wildly to break free. With my intense desire for freedom and aroused 
determination to escape, | was going on a rampage with four guys holding me tightly. Because 
of my wild behaviour, | hit almost every one of them, | saw one of them was bleeding too. 
Eventually, there was a weak spot and | flee in an instant. 

| remember running in that damp night till | was out of breath and dropping onto the ground with 
my face down. In a distant, faded memory, | recall, that night during my sleep, | kept telling, “I 
escaped and I’m alive” in a very beaten up but very clear voice. 
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Black flames burnt the sun 


| saw a man once 
Golden brown hair 
Bright blue eyes 
Broad shoulders and slender body 
A woman was crying beside him 
She looked at him from time to time 
Trying to speak to him, saying, brother 
He didn’t look at her nor 
Did he stop reading his book 
The book cover had a painting of black flames dancing upon the sun 
He carefully captures each word and long before he read the last page 
The woman beside him is still there 
With red puffy eyes, she asks, “What was it?” 
“Nothing that you know of” he goes 
She was about to tell something 
Not noticing the man got up and made his way down the road 
At the end of the road the crimson sun’s sinking into the dark blue sea beneath 
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Giving Up 


Setting crimson sun 
Goes down with a day of lonesome 
| sigh into the empty air 
With no strength and feel 
There’s nothing to summarize 
My day was as blunt as the noon’s sky 
The drowsing dullness deprives me alive 
A pain twists me inside making me go insane 
| want to step into the fire 
Go wild in a deep dark forest 
And crack my bones with my own bare hands 
If only | could just drop dead 
Just like that in the middle of street 
Middle of the night, under thousand stars 
| will smile for a one last time, | swear 


Break that thread 
Let me heart it breaks 
That soothing sound of courage 
I’m waiting and it doesn’t give up 
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I’m on the couch, with a book between my fingers 
My mother’s has laid her head back 
And has closed her eyes 
My father’s on the table writing something 
My brother’s on the floor, reading a magazine 
In the drawing room, the breeze embraces us 


The quivering of the leaves, | hear it 
Suddenly my heart ached 
| hear something’s breaking 
Atom from atom it is separating 
The drawing room is vanishing 
Vanishing into thin air like ash 


The air is empty 
The ground has no bottom 
And I’m just there, gasping 
My eyes widened in utter fear 
My soul crushed in pain 
And my heart shattered into darkness 


It was there, just right there 
But, no, not anymore 
It has broken into pieces 
That | can even see 
Though there’s a single thread 
That connects me to it 


Should | break it or should | just let it be? 
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Another story 


She was leaning on the wall and looking out from her apartment’s window. Rain drops hit the 
window constantly and the cold wind slipped inside her apartment through the tiny space 
between the door and the floor. She had her hair up and was wearing a light rose jumper. She 
had been reading a book with a black coffee before her head got misty and now the coffee was 
cooling down on the glass stool. Rhea loves rain, it makes her feel better but also in a more 
complicated and deep way it brings up a slightly dull pain on her veins. As her head started to 
ache, she took off her glasses and closed her eyes while pressing her head against the wall. 
She was all drained by work as usual, more than standing there, watching rain, trying to get her 
head cleared up for a book, she needed a good sleep to break the exhaustion and relax her 
limbs. But she has been dying to read this book for a while now and had no time before, so, 
she’s going stay up all night reading it tonight. She finally opened her eyes and felt that the haze 
in her mind had faded. She stretched her hands and sat on the pale cream coloured couch with 
her eyes focused on, Snow Country by Yasunari Kawabata. 

The clock hit the 8’0 clock. Rhea had finished her dinner and took a glance at her schedule at 
the hospital tomorrow and fell onto the bed with the book. Her eyes looked, tired but her desire’s 
will, kept her awake all night and finally, at three in the morning she fell asleep with the lights on 
in her room. 

Rhea’s heels echoed through the hallway. A strand of her bright red hair, had fallen from her 
brows and blocked her sight. These hallways are dark and cold, every now then you will hear 
mourns or cries and if you listen close enough you will hear the trembling breathes, when you 
walk along these, it feels like you are in an underground passage and it has made you hard to 
breathe but in reality it’s just that the darkness, hanging around the place has aroused your 
anxiety and has made your senses go wild. However, Rhea was used to this after living here for 
almost four years, in fact she didn’t had hard time adjusting to this to begin with. She went from 
room to room doing the scheduled sessions for her patients. Most of her patients were young 
ones. The higher ups thought that a young doctor could make a greater impact on young 
patients than the old, experienced ones. She had ten regular patients, Troy Hawk, Crystal 
White, Meera Hara, Danish Southwood, Natalia Paris and some others, although two out of 
those ten were doing pretty well and by names they were, Autumn Sun and Ai Forest. Back in 
her office, she removed her heels and undid the hair tie. She sighed and sat down to finish her 
reports and records on the progresses of patients as well as the deteriorates. With a gentle 
knock on the door the silence around the room broke. The door opened and came in Doctor 
Minerva Hunter, a fellow colleague of Rhea. She wore a turtleneck brown sweater and beige 
trousers. She had sharp features, sea green eyes and shoulder length straight black hair. Her 
hair seemed normal under this gloomy weather but if it catches the slightest ray of light, it shone 
like a full moon’s night sky. She went near the glass window and looked down at the front 
garden, “Even after all those years, it still amuses me how the weather never changes” she said 
while pulling a chair out to sit down. “How are they doing?” she asked, pointing a finger at the 
documents on Rhea’s desk. “Well, not much of a change, you know” “yeah...” she said and 
watched Rhea’s face closely with well-focused eyes. Rhea is not an example for an open 
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person although she doesn’t shut herself completely from the outside world too. Even though 
she didn’t tell it out loud, Minerva saw the dissatisfaction in her eyes because of her patients’ 
states. “Don’t look so down Rhea, it takes time, a lot of time sometimes and sometimes they 
never get healed and die helplessly, but what can we do if that’s their fate...” she paused for a 
second as if to find the right words to continue, “...but as their healers we need to keep going till 
the last minute without losing hope and try not to blame ourselves if we fail in our endeavour, it’s 
easier said than done, | know, but this is what we have chosen to do for the rest of our lives and 
that’s the price we pay for it” her last words followed up a sigh. Rhea had no reply, so, she 
tucked her hair behind her ear and set her eyes up at the celling, stretching out on her chair. For 
a few seconds the air held an uneasy silence between those two young doctors, before Rhea 
spoke up. “You want coffee?” “Yeah sure” Rhea poured the coffee into two cups and placed one 
in front of Minerva. “I was thinking about taking some days off and going somewhere” Minerva 
said. “Yeah... well, where do you want to go?” “I haven’t sort that out yet but somewhere out of 
this island, | suppose...” “Anyways, are you willing to accompany me? You can use a vacation” 
“Why bother asking, when you already know my answer” Rhea said with a smile. “Good point,” 
said, Minerva, laughing in disappointment. She had a habit of this, around the year, she would 
take some days off, usually a week or two, and go have some quality time interacting with the 
outside world. She always asked Rhea to come along with her but every time Rhea refused. 
“Then, at least tell me something to bring for you, anything you want” Sipping her coffee Rhea 
said, “Okay, | will” 

They had their lunch together, talking about music they liked and the books they have read. 
Minerva described her trip to Tokyo a few years ago, before Rhea came to Asclepius. It seemed 
she really liked it there as she had every little detail stored in her mind. She went on and on 
telling how beautiful the country was, how courteous the people were and how delicious the 
food was and said that Rhea ought to take a visit to Tokyo too, to what she replied that, she had 
visited there so many times throughout the pages of books written by Japanese authors. After 
another cup of coffee both of them stood to go back to their offices to finish the left out work. As 
they said goodbye, Minerva said, “You know Rhea, you have to let the sun rays lay on you once 
in a while...” 

Asclepius had a strange weather, where it rained all year long. Sometimes rain just pour down, 
sometimes it just lightly drops with a layer of mist and most of the time a light rain opened the 
day and warped up the day. Thanks to the rain, the place was cold and gloomy. Asclepius is an 
island in Pacific Ocean. It was abandoned before but some 18 years ago, an organization called 
Iris adopted it and built a mental hospital there. Yes, for an outsider it would seem that the 
surroundings quite don’t fit the patients’ requirements and help their disorders and illnesses but 
once you are used to its nature, you know it’s not bad. Asclepius was quiet but was truly gifted 
with a great view, that was absolutely mesmerizing. 

Iris was a Non-Government Organization, that volunteered to make the world a better place and 
their moral was set on to help people and animals that in need of help all around the world. 
They had internal problems here and there but as a whole they handled and managed their 
tasks pretty smoothly. Rhea joined the organization when she was a college student and later 
on, joined the Central Mental Hospital in Asclepius as a trainee doctor and eventually became a 
full-fledged psychiatrist and joined the hospital staff. 
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Not once Rhea has stepped out of this island after coming here, four years ago, the only thread 
connected her to the outside world was her older brother, Red Hills, who paid a visit to check on 
his little sister once in a while. They had a close relationship but sorting out who Rhea was 
something even Red couldn't do, though despite every complication under her skin Red treated 
his sister with a deep affection that rose from his bones. 

As she flipped the pan, the frying egg turned upside down in the air, sending a touch of its scent 
throughout the room. The aroma of the boiling tomato soup mingled with the scent of cheddar, 
melting all over the toasts in the oven. Rhea was humming a melody, that her mother used to 
sing to her when she was small, as the dinner was cooking. Suddenly, she remembered her 
childhood. Her home was very clear in her mind, every corner, every inch had a connection to 
her, regardless of her parents, it hurts her to remember that place and know that she wouldn’t 
return there until she’s an old lady with nothing in her mind. “How sad would it be to meet you 
when we both are at the edges of our lives?” She thought to herself. The sudden flashback and 
the trice of pain, left a terrible aftertaste, that she wanted to pass on dinner but she’s not used to 
wasting food, so, she ate the dinner like a horse would munch on its oats that is spilled in front 
of it so carelessly. 

She laid on the bed thinking, “...sun rays...huh?” Her mind flashed a picture of Minerva saying 
those words to her. It crossed Rhea’s mind that how beautiful her eyes are, when she speaks to 
you, you don’t listen to her words, you just keep following her eyes, up and down and then to 
the left, to the right, you can’t help it because those eyes are full of flare. “It’s been a long time 
since | have seen the sun but has it been too long?” Her braided hair fell to the side from her 
shoulder and almost touched her hip. “I don’t have a special desire to see it again though...” 
She had a very flashy brain but about these kind of things, she either think too much or doesn’t 
care at all. Now, because Minerva has pointed this out, it got her thinking. Eventually, she was 
fast to sleep. If you saw her laying on the bed, with her blanket all tangled between her legs, she 
looked so adorable with her hand folded under her head, she looked like a hopeless teenager 
dreaming about her crush but that’s just the surface, in time she fell into the dark depths of her 
heart from that simple outward look. She was standing and then she was falling, the wind cut 
through her hair with such speed, it almost got her ears bleeding. Her eyes widened, trying to 
figure out what to do, her lips trembled while her muscles went numb against the wind spears. 
She knew that if she kept falling she would hit the ground at a place that she has abandoned 
and never wanted to return and going there will, drag her out of her senses, it'll leave her 
intoxicated and after a few seconds dump her in the real world, where she wouldn't be a doctor 
anymore but a patient. That thought thundered through her body, where she grasped a branch 
of a thorn, and gasped while the thorns cut deep into her flesh and blood ran down across her 
pale skin. 


The books were stacked up very neatly on his desk where a vase held few Marigolds. Rhea 
knew he likes to read, just like she did, so, sometimes from the bookstore she bought books for 
him. When she handed the books to him, he had a habit of looking at her eyes for a while as if 
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to make sure it’s safe to accept the gifts or not but every time he accepted them with a slight 
bow, which seemed to be his way of saying thank you. Danish Southwood, he was 21 years old, 
came here last year. In the first glance, he was a pretty boy with blonde hair and glowing blue 
eyes. Not once that Rhea had seen his eyes go dark, she thought it’s more like that the colour’s 
so bright that even if he tries, the blue doesn’t let dark rays out. More than peering into her eyes 
and starring at her as she spoke, Danish never let a word out. However, this one time, when she 
opened the door of his room, he was sleeping, leaning on the wall with a book between his 
fingers and his hair was messy upon the white wall. She put her arms around him and gently put 
him to the bed and placed his book on his desk. When she bent towards the bed to put the 
blanket over him, she heard him breath very weakly and when she looked over at his face, tears 
were falling down from the corners of his half opened eyes and damped his pillow. Somehow, 
the sight hit Rhea’s heart real hard that she knelt down at the side of his bed, closed her eyes 
and pressed her head into her folded arms. 

Now at the 8.30 in the morning, she was in his room and Danish was sitting on the edge of his 
bed looking out from his window. “You like Marigolds?” She asked trying to make small talk. 
“The weather treats them well that they are so many different colours in the front yard, | like the 
red and bright yellow ones, they are really beautiful, aren’t they?” she said, running her fingers 
through the soft petals. Then her eyes caught, Percy Jackson and The Titan’s Curse by Rick 
Riordan, lying on his bed, “You are a fan?”, She asked pointing a finger at the book. There was 
no reply but she went on. “I’m a fan too, | read the book when | was about 12 or 11 years old. | 
was addicted by the first sight but haven’t met fan of it in a long time. | have the other series with 
me too at my apartment, I'll bring you them-” She was interrupted, unexpectedly by Danish. She 
looked up from the book and gazed at him in utter surprise. It wasn’t quite talking, it was more 
like mumbling, “umm...Dr Hills?” Rhea was so thrilled that he talked, “Call me Rhea and yes go 
on...” He watched her for a second and, “Is that your natural hair colour?” His words were very 
clear, his voice matched his outward appearance very well, his voice wasn’t too soft or rough 
and at the end of the question he smiled and at that moment his blue eyes, for the first time in a 
long while, glowed in such lustre, that it cut right through the glumness of the room and 
shattered Rhea’s exhaustion into tiny shining pieces as a fairy’s wings would shatter into. “Yes, it 
is.” He seemed to be amused by her hair colour. Well, most people were. “It’s...um...it’s very 
beautiful...” “Yeah, you think so... So do your eyes, they are very bright” Rhea said with a sweet 
smile. “You read books a lot too right?” He asked. “Aha | love reading...Have you read all the 
books | got you?” “Yeah, pretty much...and you are right, | am a fan of Percy Jackson, it’s pretty 
cool isn’t it?” “It sure is...” “If you don’t mind can you bring me the books you spoke of...?” “Yes, 
of course, | don’t mind at all” Danish smiled with gratitude. 

It didn’t take much for Rhea to notice the odds of people, a gift she had from the birth. She 
thought, there’s a crack in Danish’s voice but couldn’t pin point what caused it. She looked at 
him and then at his eyes almost directly. There was nothing unusual so, she though she just 
imagined it. “I haven’t spoken to anyone here. You are the first person | ever spoke to Dr Rhea” 
She looked at him carefully and said, “I’m glad you talked” “I have realised that you, yourself 
don’t speak much either. Do you?” Knowing it’s true and amazed that he had realised it, she 
laughed. “Yes, maybe so...” “Why?” “I don’t find it very comfortable sometimes. Fair to say most 
of the time.” A crocked smile appeared on his face while Rhea dropped onto the chair by the 
bed and rested her tired feet on the cold floor. “When | flashback,” he started. “, | cry without 
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letting a single sound out. | open my mouth as wide as | can to let it all out that sometimes | 
think my flesh would rip open” She stared back at him blanky. “Then | want to throw my self at 
everything inside this room but by then, I’m just overwhelmed with emotions, barley breathing” 
his hands were clenching together. “I would sit right here on this bed, hours at night. | would 
glare at the night sky and eventually, when my eyes are bored, | would read a book” Rhea took 
a deep breath and stretched out on the chair. She didn’t take pity on him, taking pity would only 
make him angry or maybe it will make him feel sorry for himself. That wasn’t the solution. “My 
heart sometimes tightens like it would blast off because of the high compression,” He shot her a 
gaze full of amuse as if to ask why someone so clear and clean would have nightmares. “We 
live in a world, where we all feel helpless, where nobody but only us can protect us. It’s just 
some of us takes time to realise it, at least to realise it’s true with everyone” His gaze was upon 
her, looking at her with so much love. Though she didn’t seem to realise so. There were no 
words for a long while. Finally, Rhea rose from the chair and walked out of the room, as she 
closed the door behind her she said, “You are my patient and | do care about you” Danish, 
caught off guard by her words, softly gasped with teary eyes and made it to a glowing smile. 
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Dammit another one 


The little words on the white pages of the book has started to slip from her dozy eyes. Yet she 
forcefully opened them wide and read the same sentence again. This was the fiftieth time she 
did it in the last fifteen minutes, she had been re-reading the same sentence again and again. 
Her head fell onto the book held on her hands and she heard the people sitting on the table next 
to her gasp but her tiresome limbs dominated her for some more seconds. 

It was now nine at night and she has just started her fourth glass of beer. She put her book into 
her handbag, knowing it’s no use trying to read it anymore, and try to steady herself. She looked 
up at the portraits held just above the bar. The gleaming pictures of Michael Jackson, Elvis 
Presley and Merlin Monroe, all dead when they clearly had more time for more glory. ‘They had 
it all and claimed tragic deaths and I’ve got nothing and will die alone, given their state mine is 
much better, | suppose’. She lifted her glass and drank it up. Stroking the ring in her right hand, 
which had her best friend’s initials carved on it she plugged in her earphones, running through 
her playlist. Back when she was just seventeen, when she used to love everything, she listened 
to everything as well but now past is just past and the present has gone as dull as an overly 
sunny and dry day in the middle of some African desert. 

There wasn’t a single time that she couldn’t resist her eyes from burning while listening to ‘Hold 
On’. The song pressed a play button for a film in her head, which she had seen live in life, which 
she had replayed in her head over a billion times and which kept tormenting her for the past 13 
years. She exhaled in an unrecognizable pain and closed her eyes making the tears fall down 
across her rosy cheeks. But before the film could make it to its first scene, someone dragged 
the chair on the opposite side of her table across the floor with a loud creak. She cringed at the 
sound at it gave her goosebumps and threw the phone and the earphones onto the table, half in 
disappointment and half in gratitude. 

It’s time that she goes home, one more second here, she’s not going to be able to drive home. 
She tried standing up but she automatically sat down and ordered another beer. After a sip, she 
leaned back on her seat, stretching out her legs. ‘Have | finally gone fully out of my mind? Yeah, 
| suppose so. Well, it’s not that bad. At least before long the pain will become a joke, won't it? 
.... ‘What AM | doing, by the way?’ ‘Yeah, that’s right I’ve to got back on the groove like old 
days!’ Her fingers wrapped around the glass, she gulped it all down. When she looked up, she 
saw a man standing in front of her table, staring down at her with a puzzled looked on his face. 
“Am | seeing things or are u really there?” 

He stood there blankly for some time and chuckled with his head down and hands in his coat’s 
pockets. 

“I’m most likely real, | hope” 

“| need to dance you know” she said and pushed her chair back to stand up. The man arched 
his eyebrow at her and with a crooked smile he replied, “Yeah, that’s cool but | don’t think your 
drunk feet will approve” 

She blinked at her long slender legs. Grasping the table, she tried steady herself on her heels 
and gave up with a grunt, dropping back onto her seat. 
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Legacy 


| won't look through the 
Prison bars of your dreams 
| won't bet my life on 
Your imaginations of my path 
My will simply doesn’t 
Agree with others 


As long as | don’t want to 
| can’t continue the legacy 
| inherited from you 
| will create my own legacy 
So, lend me a hand to create 
History, for better or for worse 


Every legacy we create dies 
Within the ones who desire it 
Thus be strong to acknowledge 
That yours will one day too 
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Lonely Land 


From a deep sleep, 
| fell into this brown summer setting 
It was a wide land just of love grass 
The breeze was dull and hot and it smelled hollow 
When | walked, my body and hair seemed to float 
My skin shuddered in a strange thrill 
And my heart recalled faces and moments, unknown 
There was no green, no sun, no blue just a pale roof 
It was a land with no end and no feel 
As | walked more and more into this lonely land, 
With dried eyes, | heard something’s breaking 
| gasped and grasped a thin broken thread 
And fell onto the ground with my face down on the earth 
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Another one 


On a gloomy Sunday, Diana’s stepping towards her brother’s apartment at the other side of the 
city. She’s carrying a grocery bag full of vegetables and fruits while balancing her umbrella with 
the other hand. She rang the bell, took a deep breath. She smelled fire, fresh burning fire! “What 
the hell’s going on?” She broke into the house, apparently the front door was unlocked. Ace 
stood aside his table, looking at the fire flaming wildly on the table. His eyes were glowing with 
passion and he was grinning at the fire. She went numb with a quick lightning of fear up on her 
spine and screamed at him dropping her grocery bags onto the floor with a loud thump. He, who 
didn’t know she was there, at the surprise attack, stumbled on his feet and hit his head on the 
ground. “Good grief! Should | remind you to knock now?!” he said as got up and threw a filthy 
piece of fabric at the fire, shutting it down. She stood there looking at him for a while, trying to 
get a read on him, at which she had always failed. “What?” he arched his eyebrow at her. She 
had no more strength to stand, her kneels were shivering badly. She sank down onto the nearby 
chair and stretched out on it. “You okay? Can | grab a glass of water for you?” he asked while 
opening up a beer can left on his stool and started gulping it down. Looking up at the celling she 
held back the tears prickling behind her eyes. “I can’t sleep...” Diana said. Her chest rose and 
slowly dropped. “I wake up in the middle of the night, gasping, worrying about you. It makes me 
scared that you might have left your stove on or these experiments of yours might still be 
burning. | can’t assure myself, not like | used back then, saying ‘he is smarter than that” She 
continued to lay her dull vision on the celling as she spoke. 

“Go see a therapist” Ace said, setting aside his empty beer can. Diana smiled while her helpless 
thin lips trembled. “Yeah, good idea...” she said in a low, subtle voice. 

It wasn’t a lie when she said, she couldn't sleep. It’s actually even worse. Every time she’s 
unoccupied, she over thinks things about Ace and come to mad conclusions about his life and 
then she'll be bending over with her hands on her knees, gasping as if her life’s flashing before 
her eyes, attracting people around the streets, who are just going about their day. Seeing a 
therapist will be a good option after all. Ace is a genius, back in school he used be one of the 
top students and he was surrounded by friends for better or worse. It takes him only seconds to 
grasp the basics and the rest he'll figure out on his own way. He had collected a massive 
amount of knowledge this way and as he finds his way in, he also will always find his way out 
one way or the other. Despite all this, he is very stubborn, he wildly believed that he’s always in 
the right, there’s no convincing him this is bad or this is good, he makes up his own mind for 
everything, listening to no one. In simple terms, no one was ever able to control him. The only 
one who ever came close to just to talk things out with him was Diana, his own elder sister. Most 
of all, the most dangerous and fearful thing about Ace was that he’s unpredictable, there’s no 
telling what's his next move, this is what kept Diana awake. 

“Are you going to visit them?” she asked. 

Ace was sitting on the edge of an arm of the couch. “Should |?” 

“It isn’t for me to decide that” 

“Oh! You want to know my decision regarding that, is that it?” 

“Yeah, that’s it” her words followed up a deep sigh. 
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“Well then, I’m not planning do so someday soon. | can’t promise, | would but | might one day” 
he said looking down at his toes, which he had been twisting as he spoke. 

“| see...” For some seconds she was lost in her mind. “They worry about you more than | do, you 
know. Specially mom, call her once in a while...” 

“lll try to... if y'all can just not hold on to me...” he exhaled heavily, dropping down onto the 
couch on his back with his slender legs on air. Diana turned to the other side of the chair, folding 
her legs and stared at him, ‘He maybe twenty-five years old but his childish behaviour is fixated 
with him’ 

“| know that'll be great, now, won't it? But we just can’t, at least they can’t. They raised us!” 

“I’m getting the feeling that being attach like this isn’t going to help neither of us, you hate it and 
| don’t enjoy it either’ She went on, “... but we are bound together with blood, something we 
didn’t asked for but | never despised the fact you are my brother and you are the way you are. It 
surely leaves me restless, though.” Diana wondered, wondered from where such words came 
into her mind. “I figured out something once when | was so emotional and overwhelmed with 
feelings. It appeared that you are the one | love the most in this world and whatever you choose 
or however wrong you are, I’m just going to accept you and continue to love you as | always 
have...” Even though all of those words were true and came right from her core, she had never 
said these to Ace, she thought it'll be a waste, that he’ll just mock her but now she has gone and 
done it. Diana didn’t expect a reply from Ace, she thought it would be better if he didn’t speak 
right now and he lived up to her expectations. She stood up with a gentle groan as she spoke 
her final words to her brother, “If you don’t want us in your life, okay, just push us away, | don’t 
mind and they won’t mind as well but don’t harm yourself than you already have. You have so 
much within you, things people lack and long for, you have them all and why turn all of them into 
ash, also not for a good reason too, just because you want to cling onto darkness. At least take 
mom under consideration and prevent yourself.” She looked down at him, who was kicking the 
air like a three-year-old with bare feet. She smiled so beautifully that it almost seemed as 
flowers were popping out of nowhere to Ace. The harsh lines of his face smoothed out for a 
moment there, but he instantly snapped and said, “I think you already have so much within you 
that you can sympathize, don’t make me an excuse to run away from your own pain. Besides 
I've already pushed you guys away, it’s you guys who are hanging on me and remember Annie, 
you said everything is a choice we make so, it’s my choice to cling on to the darkness or 
whatever you refer to it as so, don’t bother.” There was no rage added to his words, just an edge 
of a knife, dripping a deep purple venom off it. It’s not like Diana didn’t expect this from him but 
she couldn't resist the tightness she felt inside, like all the veins were knotting. As she went 
down the stairs from his front door to the street, she said, “I sometimes wish, | had never known 
you so, | wouldn’t have to watch you destroy yourself and burn yourself among the flames of the 
hell.” A streak of tears ran down on her left cheek while she held the right eye’s tears back with 
strong determination. 

Ace saw the tears running down as he stood at the door and was suddenly irritated. “You did 
that, you know’ his subconscious said. He hated it, he never realised it but recently he did, 
though he didn’t care to show so. The last thing he wanted to do was to make her cry. He’s 
headstrong, he can hurt people and re-open their wounds with a straight face, but he can’t make 
her cry. When he does, he loses it all, all his coolness and coldness, he loses it. He thought she 
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held herself strong this time so, he went all out and all the more reason for it was that he hated 
being the reason for causing her insomnia, which really got into his nerves. 

Biting his lower lip, he ran down the stairs and grabbed his sister form her hand, pulled her 
closer and pressed her head against his chest. He stroked over her well-combed black hair and 
spoke as the sunlight in spring, laying its rays on the ground with such tenderness. 

“I’m blissed that you are my sister...” he took a second off, “...but I... don’t deserve you, I’m 
self-destructive but you, even with all you have been through and all you are being through, you 
stand with passion, love and might. Don’t bother with me. Don’t waste your time on me. | 
haven't brought any good to no one and | don’t intend on changing either... not... not even for 
you, Annie” 

He pulled her away a little, slowly and looked down at her, her eyes were gleaming with a pale 
light and from the look on her face, he knew what exactly she said inside, ‘If that’s your choice, | 
won't get in your way’ As he always knew, she was as strong and understanding as ever. Ace 
kissed her forehead as Diana slipped from his hands. Yet, Ace held one of her arms loosely, “Go 
see her one more time, before it’s too late” and set her free. 


Here’s another night and she’s awake again, unable to even close her eyes. Those last words of 
Ace were unbelievably soft, they kept echoing in her head. She knew what they meant and she 
knew she will be miserable for few days from now on so, she left a message to her employer, 
saying that she'll be taking some days off. She got up from the bed, there’s no point laying there 
anymore, took a soda from the fridge and dropped onto the chair kept in the balcony. City lights 
were reflected on the apartment’s glass windows and the glints of all sorts of colours danced 
upon the moonlight that had fallen under Diana’s willowy feet. Her hair seemed like a piece of 
night’s sky that had tumbled down. Long before it started to rain, hiding the moon, behind heavy 
gloomy clouds. Diana continued to sit there in the rain, the grey t-shirt she wore sticked to her 
body all soaked in rainwater that smelled like smoke and sweat, showing off the svelte body of 
hers. Water started to drip down on each strand of her hair. She didn’t care that she was damp, 
it felt right to be there sipping her soda or at least she thought it was just exhausting to run 
inside just because rain was there. She leaned back on the chair, calling out the demons, who 
were depriving her sleep. 


Diana was having lunch and her mother had seated herself on the couch next to her, looking at 
her phone, with her glasses on. “What did you do? The dhal curry is really good!” Diana went. 
“Oh! Nothing really, just the usual” she said still looking at her phone, zooming something in and 
out. “Did you have your lunch, Amma?” 
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She looked up for a second and said, “Yes, yes | did”, looking down at the phone again. 
“Amma...” Diana said looking at her plate. Her mother placed her phone on the stool and looked 
at her daughter, “Yes...” 

“I’m thinking of going to Japan for my higher studies” 

“Of course, you are! You worked so hard for those exams, now, didn’t you?” She turned towards 
Diana. 

“Yeah... So, what you think, Amma?” Diana asked. 

“No objections here and | don’t Thaththa would object either” She sounded very genuine like 
she wasn’t trying to reassure her daughter but was speaking the truth. 

“| won't change my mind even if he objects.” The words were spoken very lightly yet very 
steadily. 

“Yeah, | figured much as well.” She said rubbing the ring on her finger. 

“Where’s brother?” 

She was silent for some seconds and bending towards the stool, she grabbed her phone again. 
“| don’t know.” 

Diana got up and went to the kitchen, she hadn't finished her lunch and stood there looking out 
from the window into the crowdy road. Her mother suddenly appeared in the doorway and said, 
“He came home, certainly but then changed and went out” 

Diana waved her head with her mouthful. As her mother disappeared from the doorway, she 
slightly smiled still looking down at the road beneath and found her brother, definitely going to 
the library. 


Diana was in the balcony of her room, reading a book, when she heard her father hiss. By his 
voice, it sounded like he was blowing fire out of his mouth and smoke out of his ears, but not as 
funny as the image she imagined. When she opened the door, her mother was on her way to 
the bedroom, looking very tired. She gave Diana a look as if to say, ‘Just stay inside your room, 
you won't make any difference out there’ Diana wanted to just stay inside, those fights and the 
lines shared in between them, make it very disturbing for her and she hated it. Though she 
couldn't ignore. 

They were in the living room, her father was in the middle and Ace was on the wall opposite his 
father, leaning on it, with his hands crossed over his chest. Ace looked terrifyingly calm, which 
was one of the first things that made his father irritated. 

‘What has he done this time?’ Diana thought. 

“Give back the freaking phone!” her father said in a painfully angry voice. 

“| have no phone with me. You, asking me that so many isn’t going to make the phone appear 
on my hands.” Ace was clod as the winter wind in a pitch-black night. He kept his voice clear 
and low. It was almost believable but everyone in this household would have the same reply for 
father’s statement except for Ace. 

Their father swept his hair back impatiently, twirling, trying to calm him down but it’s not helping 
him at all. “Give the phone, you pest! It’s with you, don’t lie! There’s no other in the house that 
would have taken it, GIVE it!” 

“For the hundredth time, | don’t have it” he hasn’t lost it. No, he hasn’t. Diana’s heart was racing, 
she knew that this is going to end bad. 
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This went on for a while. Ace going on with his cold replies and vile sarcastic comments and the 
father repeating the same thing in a held back creaking voice. They were both careful not to 
make any loud noises, however bad it gets. 

Finally, the father lost it and slapped Ace on the cheek. It was loud and hard. It was a harsh hit. 
Ace was taken back little. He glared at the floor, with sudden urge to crack it by hitting his head 
on it, he wanted scratch himself with long sharp nails. His father again slapped on the other 
cheek without a second thought. Ace’s face was thrown into the other side, it looked like for 
moment that his hair just danced in free air. The second slap was even harder. Diana felt tears 
boiling behind her eyes. Ace looked up and Diana saw his eyes, shining like mirrors and anger 
was shot at her father like laser beams. Both cheeks of him were scarlet. 

He pushed his father back with fiercely shivering hands, where his father without a harm fell 
onto the couch with an astounding look spread all over his face and took the phone from his 
pocket and threw it at the couch. He stood looking out from the window at the sea for a while 
and dragged his feet out of the room. Diana went to her father, kissed his head. “You want some 
tea, Thaththa?” 

“Yes, that would be perfect.” He said taking the phone that had landed few inches away from 
him. Diana went to the kitchen and put the kettle on the stove. 

The nights are never dark in Colombo. Lights, music and vehicles are always out there on the 
roads but nights like these were a series of curses that continued to haunt the Anthony Family. 
Tonight no one’s getting any sleep, all of them are going to either sulk or cry but again except for 
Ace. Tears ran down constantly across Diana’s face for a while but then she wiped them all and 
sat on her chair, out in the balcony with the book. Though she couldn’t read, she just looked up 
at the sky, listening to Colombo Roads. Her door opened swiftly and Ace peeked in. He made a 
little bird-like sound to catch her attention and flashed a smile at her squeezing his eyes then 
closed the door without a sound. After minute or so went by, Diana returned to her book. 


The one thing Diana couldn’t stand and made her feel like she wanted throw herself out from 
the roof were Sundays. She simply hated Sundays. The dull texture of Shinjuku Sundays made 
her unbearably anxious and brought back visions of her days in Colombo and left her 
suffocating. 

A whole week has past by after her last encounter with Ace and she’s still in a maze up in her 
head. She has been remembering that day for too long now. The Sundays are excusable, they 
have always been that way, but the others. She’s not quite sure what’s happening or where 
she’s going with it. Even now laying there on her couch, her mind is slowly stepping towards that 
memory. Flashes of that day sparks in front of her mind’s eye, the faces appearing and fading, 
the words echoing, scenes zooming in and out. Diana gasped, she didn’t want it, she didn’t want 
to go there, not again. She was trying hard concentrate on something else, literally anything 
else because she didn’t want her heart broken and re-opening that wound of hers, which she 
had covered with stiches over and over, again and again. 

Diana thinks she doesn’t want to remember that day but she does. That’s her preference deep 
down in her subconscious. The illusions, the sounds, the words all died at once. Onto the fire 
that had been burning all this time inside her, she poured in her intense desire of bringing back 
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the memory. The fire rose with flames of crimson and dark gold and she was back on that front 
garden. 

She stood there, few inches away from the metal gate, clenching her hands. Her fingers 
fluttering as she saw her friends waving at her from the main doorway. She walked towards 
them. Her heart, speaking about thousands of things at the same time. The words she had 
prepared back in her day started to fade away. She tensed as she started to forget the plans 
she had made for today and for every little moment. 

The tension she is feeling right now or rather felt on that day as she walked up to her friend’s 
house, wasn’t something very usual. It was all there because she had fallen in love with her best 
friend’s elder sister and was planning to confess her feeling after she thought she will die in 
madness if she doesn’t. This love was something only Diana knew. No one else knew about 
this. No one. It wasn’t a deep dark secret but it wasn’t something she was capable of explaining 
to someone without going insane. 

Diana’s mind made no remark of the occasions took place before she saw Seena. She didn’t 
see Seena coming down on the stairs till she patted on Diana’s shoulder and said, “Hey, Annie” 
Diana nodded with a smile and looked down to hide her flushing, swearing under breath. She 
sat across the table and joined their game. That’s the way she was. Seena was older than most 
of them there but she knows them all and talks to them all. 

“Took you long enough just to put on a tank top on” said Suna, Seena’s sister, Diana’s friend, 
eyeing her sister’s white tank top. 

“Don’t mock her for it! She doesn’t usually get dressed up for us but she has today so be glad 
guys” Amaya said very casually that everyone broke into a laugh. 

“Good grief’ Seena shook her head laughing alongside with them. 

“Okay, now it’s Annie’s turn” Indie turned to Diana narrowing her eyes, thinking of a really 
troublesome question to ask. 

They were playing ‘Spill your guts or fill your guts’ , though instead of all these disgusting food, 
they just had to take hot sauce shot if they refused to answer. And that shot was the last thing 
Diana wanted to taste. 

“So, tell me,” Indie went on, “Out of all the people who are sitting here today, who do you hate 
the most and why?” Diana was half relieved for the question wasn’t about a crush or love or 
future plans or terribly personal as everyone else’s but shot Indie a look of surprise at the same 
time ‘Why ask this, she knows me, she must know my answer! Is she playing with me or 
something?!’. Indie won't come out and say this but she knew the way Diana spoke and she 
loved to listen to her even though she doesn't get what Diana talks about half the time. 

With a deep breath Diana began and Indie smiled and resting her hands on her lap. “Hating isn’t 
my thing,” Diana laid a curious look on Indie for a moment and continued. “Right now | hate 
myself, which is bad, something | have being avoiding with such effort but here | am hating 
myself.” That look, she saw that look on everyone’s faces, trying to figure out what she was 
rambling on about except for Suna, Indie, Akira and Danuja, who wore masks of total 
concentration. With a one last look at the crowd, “... but the reason Indie, you asked, it is 
unknown” 

“No offense- “began Bianca. 

“None taken” interrupted Diana, tilting her head to the side. 
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Bianca laughed. “That’s exactly what | was going comment on! You talk like a lady from The 


Victorian Era” 
“Very charming, indeed” Amaya stated and the laughter was thrown up into the air. 


Diana and her friends have been doing all kinds of foolish things that they were ceased from 
doing for almost two years now. It was satisfying and highly-enjoyable but Diana’s heart raced in 
every moment past by and her heart ached in a mixture of excitement and mad love every time 
she caught a glimpse of Seena. 

Seena was 
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She drove past 


‘Yeah, I’ll be there in a minute’ 
‘No, I'll handle it myself’ 
‘Mama, can | call you later?’ 

Her hand on the steering wheel 
She keeps swearing at the traffic lights 
She’s in a hurry, it’s a Monday morning 


She drove past her parents’ house 
The garden she ran through 
And she gave a smile to the roof 
That she sang sitting on the edge drinking soda 


She drove past her school gates 
The buildings reflect memory 
And remembers the way they danced the 
Day away in those packed classrooms 


Her heart drops 
She senses a pain in reminiscing 
Her hand on her heart 
And as she closes her eyes and opens them 
She sees her phone ringing and she has arrived 
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The hole in your heart 


| want to tie my hair back 
With a bright red ribbon 
Wear a white lace dress that’s above my knees 
And run along on a country road 
In breeze, with my bare foot 


| want to sit on a meadow, pure green 
Run my fingers through blossoms 
Burnish my feet on the grass 
And lay my subtle feelings on ground 
In the sight of clouds floating in distance sky 


Rays of my aura radiant than 
The crown of Hera 
My simple smile enticing than 
The beauty of Venus 
My solitary soul lighter than the 
Wings of Apollo’s chariot 


Oh! there lies a glamorous dream 
An infinite number of lies that 
Go against the norm of the world 
An illusion without agony that 
Heads to a barren land with pain 


Pain is the hole in your heart 
That lets the light in and out 
Take an endeavor to open 
Your heart to the truth 
That'll furnish the hole in your heart 
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The Iris 


It’s hard to look at your eyes 
Too bright and chromatic 
It cuts through the dark haze in my eyes 
When | look at them directly 
It looks like a flower blooming in your eyes 
Such a sight for sore eyes, though mine don’t make it clear 


When you smile you look like 
A child in a cradle watching his mom 
Humming him a song 
Your laugh is a real beauty 
My soul takes flight at the glimpse of it 
It almost sprinkles holly water around me 


You lift your arms, so lightly 
That it doesn’t seem to hurt the air 
And you hold me between them me before | know it 
My head on your heart, 
You have place yours over mine 
Under you it feels like a calm summer night 


Things | have hide gushes out 
Things | have suppressed lightens up 
My eyes don’t hurt anymore 
They can see the Iris blooming in your eyes 
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The wind took our tears 


He sat on a bench 
Under a willow tree 
He watched she walks away 
Step by step she became distanced 
And minute by minute, the wound grew larger 
He saw the wind taking her sparkling tears 
He is trembling but with might, 
He is pulling himself together 
“This is the price | pay 
For the choice | made” 
The clock on his wrist didn’t stop 
For his crying nor for his tears 
The heart of his didn’t stop pulsing 
Because of the pain he felt under his skin 
He gasped, not for air but for happiness 


He stood up and walked away making himself distanced 


She was watching him from a long distance 
Yet, she saw the wind taking his sparkling tears 
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To lay on a Feathered Bed 


Shatter your mirror 
Walk on the road 
You see no end, just the up ahead 
The closed windows, 
Carelessly opened windows, 
Blossoms and stones, there will be 
Don’t let the sun reflect on your eyes 
But your eyes reflect on the sun 
And lay those rays on all the skins 
Seen or unseen, noticed or not 
The road is crystal clear 
The eyes are blinding bright 
And the flare is unavoidable 


Now, when the fate and time are allied 
Apollo and Diana shake hands 
The sweet breeze brushes your soul 
And on a feathered bed, you sing lullabies 
To the fading gleam and flare 
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Yeah 


“When | was 17, | fell in love with a boy I’d never met. I’d only seen pictures of him and I'd only 
read the words he typed, nothing more nothing less. | talked to him everyday and about various 
things. Things I’ve not told anyone before | told those to him. | had a blast. | was happy and 
spent my day thinking about him, like a princess would of her prince. He drove me. His words 
made me try things and go beyond my limit and do things | never did. He was a force behind 
me, who helped me to fly in the sky and fall into the rivers.” 

| remembered the night mama spoke those words to me. | was only seven and she was holding 
my bed time story book, sitting at the edge of my bed. Her phone made a little ringing sound 
and when she took her phone, placing down my book on the floor, her eyes were damp. She bit 
her lip looking at the screen, | stated to sit up on the bed but | couldn't since | was exhausted 
with my illness. | dropped back on to my pillow and reached out for her hand. Mama took my 
hand and held it. 

“What is it, mama? Why tears?” | asked. 

Her smile was weary, it had a sense of bitten up in it but it was real not forced. Mama was young 
but she never looked so. She was always beautiful but in a very older sense but at that moment 
she looked really young even to my seven-year-old eyes. My eyes went close as her words 
gushed out. | heard her voice mixed with such joy and sadness. Every word contained so much 
love and none of it seemed not true. 

In the morning, | though it was a dream. But at the breakfast table it was confirmed that it was 
not a dream. Mama had an unusual grace. Her hands were bending with wind and her hair was 
tickling the air. She looked young like last night and Papa seemed a little less gloomy. | was 
happy as Mama was about that boy she spoke of last night and | thought the boy was Papa. 
Papa and | were watching Sponge Bob on the TV, waiting for Mama to bring our lunches. Mama 
walked into the living room with our packed lunches. 
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Without a Goodbye 


The bridge 
The same pattern 
Though some parts are damaged 
And fallen off 
The brook that flows under it 
As calm as ever 
The Anemone tree stands with 
Red petals all around it 


We stand 
On the edges of the bridge 
Gazing into each other’s souls while 
The affection gushes out helplessly 
Our shadows different 
Like a pellet of tangled black threads 
Our eyes shudder at the facades 
We've created at each other’s back 


The waves 
Of sorrow connects us 
The memories that are brought back 
Make our hearts ache 
We look up at the evening sky 
Purple and rose stripes drawn wide upon it 
A line of tears appears from the corner 
Of our eyes and ends at the tip of our collar bones 


Glamourous days we forsake to the light air 
And as a red camellia kisses the ground 
We turned around, without a goodbye 
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Why is everything so random? 


| feel the blood relaxingly flowing through my veins. The feeling, my back touching my clean 
washed bedsheet, tells it’s home. | close my eyes. | listen to the sound of the fan above me and 
breathe slowly, the air around smells empty, it always did. | opened my eyes, so, | would stop 
thinking about what I’ve done and just live on the moment. | turned to the other side of the bed 
and stared at the sky through the window. “So dull” | thought though | like to be alone once in a 
while, have no one around, let be the air around me completely silent and just think about 
endless things. | was wishing that it would rain at some point. | love it when it rains. Sometimes 
the sky weeps, sometimes it hugs everything around with a thin layer of mist and other times it 
refreshes the nature. 

“Sena!” 

“Yes mom!?* 

“Come out! you've been in there for a while, what are you doing anyway?” My mother went on. 
Here she goes again. I’m twenty years old yet she can’t give it a rest. | have no words to reply 
her, so, | just stayed quite but, “Come out Sena! I’m not calling you again” 

“I’m getting some work done mom” 

“Well, then leave your door open” 

“Oh for god’s sake...” | mumbled to myself, got up and opened the door and peeked out. My 
younger brother, Suna, was leaning on his bedroom door with a cookie between his fingers. He 
gave me a crooked smile and arched his eyebrow. 

“It's pretty boring, you know” he said. 

“No it’s not, you’ve got to study, you know” 

“Yeah, yeah, | hear enough about that from all of you everyday” he rolled his eyes at me. 

| shook my head and gazed at him, though | wanted take a look into his soul, so, I'll Know who 
he really is. Who my little brother really is. He is not the type that will be serious about studying 
and tire himself all night long. He’s the type that wanders around looking quite clueless, stress 
his whole family and yet ends up with good scores. We all know that but still we seeing him 
completely clueless like this just mess up our minds. Although it must be amusing for him to see 
we worry every time we see him. 

However, he looks so cute with his hair falling down from his forehead that | went back to our 
little days, where we used share one room. 

“Alright, then, get dressed, we are heading out” | said out of nowhere. His eyes started to shine, 
it almost looked like the sun is being reflected on his eyes. 

“Where are we going though?” 

“Keep asking too much questions and I'll leave you behind” | said and went inside the room to 
get ready. When | was closing the door behind me | heard him say, “Well, at least she’ll get 
something for me to eat,” | smiled to myself, whispering, “that idiot’. 


We came to the mall nearby, by a taxi. Suna was wearing a white polo collar t-shirt and a pair of 
dark blue denim with black and white sneakers. Suna and my older brother, Sana had always 
been well dressed and very neat about almost everything. To Suna every little detail mattered 
and the smallest things bothered him but my older brother, Sana was different. He had 
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self-efficacy and knew the boundaries of his abilities. Even though all three of us were a little bit 
spoiled and nuts, we were pretty well mannered and clean. My older brother, Sana’s 


28 


Bloody violet 2022 


A deserted city 


A deserted city 
Iron walls surrounds it 
A grey sky shelters it 
A menacing river separates it 
Empty air embraces it 
Lost souls lives in it 
The guardians secure them 
While barely making 
Contact with the outside 
It rains, it rains, it rains everyday 
But it seems to be unable 
To wash away the loneliness 
The city holds on its’ own 
By name this loner is, Sohara 
9th Street 
The highest floor, 99 stairs 
Kana Hill, the door says 
From the other side floats out 
A gentle traditional melody 
That soothes your soul 


A women in her late-twenties 
Has set her hazel eyes 
On tiny letters of a book 
Her long red wavy hair 
Falls down by the side of the couch 
And touches the floor 


She goes to the window 
Runs her fingers through her hair 
Leans on the wall 
Listens to the sound of the wind 
Watches the raindrops and mist 
Take over the city 
It gives her pleasure to see it rains 
Because the he rain takes the emptiness of her heart 


Her happiness or pain doesn’t 
Lie inside those boundaries 
Neither beyond them 
It’s her kind soul that 
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She has rested inside those walls 


Dark hallways 
Heavy metal doors, locked 
Horrifying mourns 
Trembling breaths 
Shivering cold 


In the front yard 
Stands a man, Troy Hawk 
In the rain 
His sea green eyes behold 
Up at the gloomy sky 
Water’s dripping down 
On his copper skin 
His black hair falls 
Down from his shoulders 
With all soaked in water 


He is a lost soul 
Seeking for help 
Or rather forced to seek help 
He had a state of mind 
To enjoy people say 
Goodbye to their lives in agony 
To watch their poignant fare wells 
And to make that happen 
One way or another 
Now, a thread of sorrow connects 
Him to others that make 
Them gasp and cry bawling 


The dawn fell into 
The hands of Apollo from Diana’s 
Yet the gloominess can’t be helped 
Though through a few holes 
Of the sky, sun has sneaked in 


A dry piece of bread and 
A grey watery soup on a tray at the door 
Troy is sitting on the floor 
Gazing at his newest comics 
With an undeniable amusement 
When pages turn 
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His eyes shine more and more 
And like a baby he chuckles 


Kana, washed away the sleepiness 
With a splash of water at 
Her pale skinned face 
She hums a song that her mom 
Taught her when she was five 

While cooking the breakfast and 
With her glasses on she reads the morning papers 
Then with a freshen soul she gets ready for work 


Kana’s heels echo through the hallways 
Red flinches of her hair blocks her sight 
“Morning, Doctor Hill,” they say 
She nods with a pleasant smile 
She walks from room to room 
Checking her patients, from Crystal to Troy 


She sat down in her office 
Sighed in exhaustion 
And closed her eyes for a second 
“So Troy remains not talking, 
Crystal crying all day long, 

Camile sleeps or pretends to do so, 
Autumn chatters all day that her throat’s sore, 
Sanit sits and watches sky muttering things, 
Although most of them are chaos, 
Manara and Danish are doing well” 
That’s her life 
She is a guardian 
An obligated soul to protect theses helpless people 
She can only tire her body and mind 
Not her kindness 
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Troy’s sleeping on the floor 
It’s silent, just as he wants it to be 
In deep sleep, his surface is sinking in his depth 
He tries to grab the shore but he slipped 
Now he is drowning in his past 


The water ripples 
He’s standing in front of a house 
He sees boy comes out with his sister 
She’s a gorgeous girl about ten years old 
She has shinning black hair with 
A matching pair of black eyes 
They are playing in the garden, running around 
Their garden is full of rose bushes 
Red, yellow, pink, orange and every color 


The water ripples again 
He sitting on a chair, front of him is a man 
A man in a police uniform 
His heart beat races 

He tries to stand but he can’t 

He struggles to break away 

He starting to loose his mind 
The man keeps asking things that he don’t want to answer 
He screamed so hard that he coughed blood on to his face 


He woke up, screaming and sweating 
He almost hit the brim of his desk 
Instead it was a hand 
A hand with a red bracelet 
“Bad dream? No wonder in this weather...” 
He knew that voice 
“It's she” he thought, “Kana” 

He looked at her in silence 
She smiled, squeezing her eyes 
And gave him space 


“....in this weather...” 
He looked outside from his window 
It’s raining just as always 
“Bad dreams don’t come with bad weather 
They come with deep fears in our hearts...” 
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His soul maybe lost but not his diamond mind 
“She thinks, | don’t talk, 
Doesn't she? But | do, 
| do with the rain” 


Camile Strings 
He’s breathing heavily 
Standing in the center of his room 
With his shirt tightening inside his fists 
Kana has leaned on the door 
She walks near him 
Placed her trembling hand on his shoulder 

She tries to speak but like a flash 

He throws her away 


Kana knows that he hasn’t spoke to her 
And there’s no reason he'll now 
She goes out and walks to her office 
She sighs, “He’s my patient, 
He is ...he’s my...he’s my patient 
He is...” she felt that fire inside her 
She wide opens the door 
“Talk to me Camile, please, let me help you 
This the way | chose to help others, 
Without this I’m useless, there’s no other 
Way for me to serve the world, this is the only way 
But here | am, unable to help you 
You and the others, | can’t connect with you guys, 
| can’t and | still wish to, | haven’t given up yet, 
So talk to me, Camile, tell me what you want, 
That’s the only way | can make you free” 
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Sohara is Kana’s home 
The city has its limits and rules 
It has dark depths 
Hidden in the mist 
Things forbidden to talk about 
And even to ask about 
Though the weather uplifts 
The mysterious nature of the city 
By embracing it with glum and gloom 


A human with right senses 
Wouldn’t call this, home 
Most of us would think 
But Kana, has nothing 
Than herself and this city 
So, she loves her home 
Every corner of it, every person in it 
And every dark depth hidden inside it 


She falls on to her bed 
It's the night, the rain is heavy 
The wind is so cold 
In her sleep, she fell down 
From an edge of a mountain 
She is falling, free falling down to her depth 
She’s scared, that she would finally hit it 
She struggles to catch something 
She crawls as she is out of breath 
Finally, she caught a branch of a tree 
She clung on to it 
Her heart throbs in fear 
And she falls back into a dreamless sleep 
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“I’m sorry...” 
Kana glanced at Camile in surprise 
“He talked, he did” her heart beats 
“You aren’t useless 
nor you ever would be 
The thought of yours, the thought 
Of wanting to help us have made you the most valuable 
In my concern... I’m lost, | made my way to here 
| wail at my regrets 
| want to throw myself out of this world 
| want break into pieces than being alive and broken like a tool” 
His eyes blink fast as he speaks 
Tears fall down from his cheeks 
His lips shiver like leaves in rain 
“None of us are tools 
Though our souls and hearts are easy to break 
It takes just seconds and it proves we are human 
All of us are broken, lost and have regrets 
But even under that much of dark clouds 
If you can let the light in, you can share your tears” 


She left the room 
After a few more words 
Camile looked up at the sky 
With dried eyes and redden cheeks 
“| just let the light in...” 
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Danish and Miss Ahura 
Are two healed souls by the hands of Kana 
That claims Sohara their home 
They are inside her office 
Talking, drinking coffee 
Making the moment so alive 
Which doesn’t happen often in this city 


An intense knock on the door 
Lead the moment into silence 
Kana’s door went wide open 
Her gleam in her eyes just died 
And they were widened in horror 
She ran in bare foot with her hair on loose 


Crystal White 
Her cell is sealed with red stripes 
She is not inside anymore 
Kana can’t hear her crying 
She is listening carefully but no 
“She is a goner, Kana” 

That voice, Minerva Hunter, a fellow guardian 
“...a goner...” echoed inside her mind 
“She is now in the Emergency section, 

You can go see her, if you rather” 


She had sent herself to the heavens 
With a knife in her ribcage 
She is covered in blood 
Except her pretty face, even in death 
Her hair glows and lips rosy 
Kana felt a numb pain running through her veins 
Her heart ached 
Her soul shuddered 
That night she heard the rain singing an elegy 
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They buried her in the back yard 
Like a corpse of a lost animal 
Without a grave stone, just with a cross 
“Is this how it ends in this city? 
They bury you in the darkness 
Without valuing your existence 
And almost erasing the fact that you lived?” 
Minerva spoke her mind out 
“| suppose that’s how it is...” Kana said 
“You okay with that, interesting,” Minerva went on 
A sudden pause, Kana sucked her breathe in 
“lam okay as long as | remember 
The ones that | want to, as long as 
No one erases the memories that 
| don’t want to be erased, 
As long as it rains and 
This city remains as it is” 


In the afternoon, 
The grave of Crystal White 
Was decorated with the 
White camellias and candles 
By Kana, Manara, Danish and Minerva 
With the gratitude for her existence 
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An Angel 


At night comes an angel 
Who's heart’s a diamond 
She has these beautiful wings 
And she lights up my room 


She takes me on rides 
Beyond walls into the sky 
We dance upon silver lines 
We race with evil forces and indeed we win 


She whips off my tears 
She makes me laugh 
Sometimes she comes at noon 
And listens to my stories 


She takes my hand and 
Run through the rivers wide 
She combs my hair and strokes 
Every touch she blooms a flower 


An angel, she says she is 
She says it’s the part of me 
That | need the most 
| don’t summon her she just comes 
And just like the wind she fades 
No trace left behind 
Just the spark that burns bright 


She will come again to 
Hold me tight and love me much 
She never leaves forever 
Not till | say goodbye 
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An Explosion of Emotions 


| was being dragged away 
By an invisible force 
My body was weak and powerless 
As if to help that force 
My halfhearted vision saw 
A black sky and black walls surround me 


| waited there, kneeling down 
Hoping that someone would come 
Though no one came to take me back 
To that bright world with a blue roof 
My heart pulsed in a strange way 
As | was no longer alive nor dead 


| didn’t see the difference between day and night 
Didn’t know what | wanted anymore 
| wasn’t locked up in past, present or future 
| was blank, a question with no answer 
A problem with no resolve 


Everything stopped but one thing, pain 
The pain | felt that day, | still feel it, 
Going through my veins, burning my flesh 
Charring my mind and it woke me up everyday 
It is also the one thing | kept trying to stop 


One day, | was kneeling, looking up at the glum sky 
Suddenly, it felt like something’s stirring in my heart 
It began slowly but minute by minute the speed grew faster 
| gasped and got on my all fours 
My eyes on the ground and my tears touch the ground drop by drop 
| was shuddering, my hands clenched so hard 
That | felt my nails cut my skin, and saw my hands bleeding 
| bit my lip to pull it together but | couldn’t, no, not anymore 
| look up at the sky, it’s so silent, a splash of a bright light | see 
Oh it’s a falling star, how... how... 
I cried in to the air, | sobbed like a child in need of her mother 
| wailed like a girl of a wounded heart 
And asked my goddess, what is this? 
While standing in front of a smooth crystal, seeing myself as a phenix, 
She said, “My dear, it is an explosion of emotions that took place to rebuilt your core” 
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Her Gift to the Mother Earth 


Danny, my sister’s lover 
Gave her the gift of another life 
And left when she was a mere child 
Nine months of dead silence 
Mornings starting with grunts 
Missing school, avoiding faces 
Words on the streets 
A seventieth birthday with no cake 
She didn’t drop, she didn’t yell nor cry 
She looked me in the eye and said, “I’m pretty fine” 
Though the tired lines beneath her eyes nor 
Swells of her slender fragile body, didn’t said so 
Anna, | remembered, the one, whom heart | broke 
“Those who with curves, are sound than they look” she said 
July, | heard, the one who | thought | loved 
“The power of sustaining life shouldn’t be violated” she said 
Seeing the pain and the bright smile on her face, | nodded 


She laid on white sheets, biting her lips 
Hands tightened around in fists 
Her cheeks flushed in crimson 
She screamed through the night 
Dwelling upon the hospital bed 
And with sun rays on her golden skin 
She took her gift to the mother earth into her arms 
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Her soggy feet downward 


Her soggy feet downward 
Her pale skin, almost greyish 
The lines on her face stood as if 
A child drew them with trembling hands 
Eye lids stood halfway through showing 
The terror on pitch black eyes as if 
The Satan, himself appeared before them 


The windows were shut, 

The curtains drawn upon them 
Inside smelled like the dampness 
Of the ugly green river downtown 
Every step inside and out, gasped 

As the rope lifted her frail body 

Had already started to decay 


Her mother and father 
Their dull visions on her 
No blood on their eyes 
No colour on their faces 
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He missed the train 


He has a cigar 
Between his dark red lips 
He has been staring at nowhere 
From dawn to dusk now, 
Without blinking just even once 
When the twilight broke, before he knew it 
A pale light shone upon his eyes 
And visions of him smoking 
Stiring ice within his whisky and 
Long glares at nowhere in dark 
Are shown before him 
His heart took a long pause 
And the breathe he has taken up 
Dropped with the one last slow pulse of his weakened heart 
“Someone, take me in your arms” he groaned 
But his words just disappeared through the over grown grass 
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From shadows to reality 


| went into the shadows 
Some time ago 
You remember 
| remember 
Was | blindfolded 
Or was | in too much pain? 


| threw a knife right 
At your heart 
On the last evening we met 
At the river banks 
On my last day in reality 
You smiled, your white top soaked in blood 


“Even at the cost my own life 
I’ll have you back” 
At those words my soul 
Ached hard enough 
For the affection you gifted 
| mistreated you with hate 


From the shadows to reality 
Here I’ve come 
| regret the blood | shed 
| burned the hate | gave 
| recall the glamorous days 
Together in the broad daylight 


My mind screamed in an 
Unbearable agony 
My soul shattered into 
Thousand pieces 
In a splint second 
At the foot of your grave 
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The last | suppose 


“Disgusting” 
As the girl's hair flipped behind her 
She leaned against the wall 
Across her cheeks ran down the tears 
Her hands clenching, her fingers fluttering 
The butterflies vanished 
The mad love slowed down 
And she dragged herself out of the fairy world into the real 
Her calmness slammed against her pangs 
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Goodbye Imao 
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